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w[£®l$(oK?U IS lAi IA5 vvlAJ
HEH, HEH( BACK FOR MORE, FIENDISH FANS? WELCOME AGAIN TO THE CRAWLY CRYPT. THIS IS YOUR CRYPT-
KEEPER.. .^OW. HOST in HOWLS, MASTER OF SCARE- A- MONIES, AND A-/ TERROR -TALE- TELLER...
READY TO REVEAL ANOTHER REVOLTING RECITATION FROM MY LIBRARY Of LOATHSOME LITERATURE. THIS
SPINE-TINGLING SCREAM- STORY WILL BE TOLD BY A DR. CARL WINSTON, IN HIS OWN WHIMPERING WORDS. DR.

WINSTON... IF YOU PLEASE... GO AHEAD WITH THE YELP-YARN YOU CALL..

.

jmm
Joseph Fairbanks and i had been life-long
FRIENDS. WE’D MET IN MEDICAL SCHOOL, AND THROUGH
OUR INTERNSHIP AND ON INTO OUR PRACTICING YEARS
OUR FRIENDSHIP HAD GROWN. JOSEPH HAD BECOME
ONE OF THE NATION'S OUTSTANDING SURGEONS, AND l'D

ENJOYED NO SMALL SUCCESS AS A HEART SPECIALIST. /

NEITHER OF US HAD MARRIED AND CONSQUENTLY, AS /
WE'D GROWN OLDER, WE'D SOUGHT EACH OTHER'S COM- /
PANY MORE AND MORE TO FILL THE LONELINESS OF \
BACHELOR LIFE. WHEN OUR VIRILE DAYS HAD PASSED, \

AND A CONTENTMENT FOR JUST SITTING BY AN OPEN
FIRE AND SIPPING BRANDY HAD COME UPON US, WE'D

MADE ITA POINT TO VISIT EACH OTHER'S HOMES AT /
LEAST ONCE A WEEK. .. USUALLY ON FRIDAY NIGHTS. .. /
GOOD EVENING,

[
JOSEPH.* .

COME IN, CARL.
IN .'

COME



Since neither Joseph nor i had families or

CLOSE RELATIVES, IN DEFERENCE TO OUR CLOSE FRIEND-

SHIP WE HAD ARRANGED OUR WILLS SO THAT WE WERE

EACH OTHERS' INHERITORS.

Of COURSE, JOSEPH AND I HAD HAD OUR DIFFERENCES,

TOO, LIKE THAT SILLY THEORY OF HIS THAT HE WOULD

UNFAILINGLY BRING UP EVERY TIME WE WERE TOGETHER-

'BUT, ACTUALLY
,
CARL, HOW DO y BECAUSE,MY DEAR

WE KNOW? HOW DO WE KNOW
) JOSEPH, HIS HEART

A MAN IS REALLY DEAD ? JHAS STOPPED/ THE

WHO'S TO SAY THAT HE

CANNOT HEAR OR SEE
^ OR FEEL WHAT IS GOING ON

AROUND HIM?

BLOOD NO LONGER
FLOWS TO HIS BRAIN/
THE CELLS DIE FOR LACK

^
OF OXYGEN

f

I THINK THAT THE OLDER WE'D

GOTTEN, THE MORE CHILDISH WE'D

BECOME ABOUT THIS CONTINUOUS

DISAGREEMENT OVER JOSEPH'S

RIDICULOUS THEORY. WE'D COME

TO FIGHT ABOUT IT AS TWO CHIL-

DREN FIGHT OVER WHO'S TO BE ’IT'

IN TAG

AH. ..THAT IS THE POINT,
CARL' SUPPOSE THE
BRAIN CELLS DO NOT
DIE MINUTES AFTER THE

HEART STOPS. SUPPOSE

THEY CONTINUE TO

LIVE FOR HOURS...
MAYBE DAYS?

( BUT ISN'T IT POSS/BLE,CML,Y if

THAT THE SENSORY
FUNCTIONS OF THE

v
BODY CAN CONTINUE

j

AFTER WHAT WE

( PRESUMPTUOUSLY 1

l CALL 'DEATH'?

BUT WE \/'lN THEIR NORMAL REDUCED
KNOW \ STATE...YES . BUT SUPPOSeX METAB~

THAT BRAIN THAT AT THE MOMENT OF \ OL/SM?f
CELLS

/
HEARTCESSATION... SHOCK?/

CANNOT J WHETHER THROUGH BODY HOW
LAST <1 INJURY OR SIMPLE <f RIDICULOUSf )

FIFTEEN Y FAILURE... SUPPOSE

M/NUTES that the BRAIN CELLS \

WITHOUT I GO INTO A STATE OF
0XY6EN/A SHOCK...OF REDUCEDA

METABOLISM...

' RIDICULOUS? no' POSSIBLE/ VERY
POSSIBLEf IN A STATE OF SHOCK,
WHERE the functions of the brain

CELL WERE CURTAILED, THE LITTLE

V OXYGEN LEFT IN THE PROTOPLASM

SO A DEAD
MAN IS NOT
REALLY DEAD 1

/EXACTLY/ THINK OF THE NUMBER OF JOSEPH'

CORPSES YOU'VE SEEN WHOSE EYES TtHIS THEORY
|

ARE STILL OPEN... WHOSE EYES WE i OF YOURS

THOUGHTFULLY PRESS CLOSED I IS SHEER
WITH PENNIES or WADS OF COTTON A POPPY

-

,
UNDER THE LIDS. THINK OF THE COCK/ „

HORROR OF HAVING YOUR EYES

FORCED SHUT AND HELD SHUT...

WHEN YOUR EYES CAN STILL SEE...



As I SAID, WE WERE JUST LIKE
CHILDREN. X HAD TO THREATEN
TO LEAVE IN ORDER TO GET JOSEPH
TO STOP HIS NONSENSE. THE REST
OF THE EVENING WOULD BE PLEASANJ

AND WE'D REMAIN THE BEST OF
FRIENDS. BUTLAST NIGHT WAS
DIFFERENT. LAST NIGHT WAS VERY
DIFFERENT.

^ SI T DOWN, CARL^ T YES, JOSEPH f I

WILL IT BE THE "S BRANDY WILL
|

USUAL? BRANDY FINE

'

Last night we'd sat before the fire, sipping our
BRANDIES, AND JOSEPH DIDN'T ONCE BRING UP HIS

RIDICULOUS THEORY. INSTEAD HE TALKED OF INVEST-
MENTS AND BAD LUCK AND SOME SUCH NONSENSE. I
HADN'T PAID MUCH ATTENTION. FACT IS, I'D THOUGHT
OF A NEW ARGUMENT AGAINST HIS THEORY AND WAS
WAITING, MULLING IT OVER IN MY MIND...

THAT'S RIGHT
;
CARL. AND I'M *HY I'LL GLADLY

BADLY IN DEBT

f

I NEED LEND YOU WHAT
MONEY' A GREAT DEAL ^(you NEED, JOSEPH

JOSEPH

f

. NO' ^
LEND, CARL? DON'T BE
SILLY.' I'M TARING IT'

YOUR WHOLE FORTUNE'
YOU SEE ...I'VE

POISONED YOUR
BRANDY-.



I WAS HALF-WAY ACROSS THE ROOM WHEN I SIMPLY
COLLAPSEO TO THE FLOOR. I TRIED TO MOVE. I TRIED
TO SPEAK. IT WAS AS THOUGH I WERE COMPLETELY
PARALYZED...

|

HE CAME AND STOOD OVER ME. I COULD SEE CLEARLY,

YET I COULDN'T MOVE MY EYES. THEY WERE GLUED IN

THE ONE POSITION. JOSEPH MOVED INTO MY LINE OF
VISION AND KNELT BESIDE ME. I FELT HIM LIFT MY

GOOD-BYE, CARL.
THANK YOU FOR THE
INHERITANCE.

NO PULSE. YOU'RE DEAD,

[CX. CARL' STONE DEAD'

DOCTOR CARL WINSTON ) NOT
JUST DIED.' YES . AT OH

,

MY HOUSE/HEART Y PL EASE..— attack... m m. hin '

I HEARD JOSEPH HANG UP. I HEARD
HIM APPROACH AND I SAW HIS FACE

WHEN HE LEANED OVER ME... HIS

LEERING FACE... r» . r

Dead? how could i be dead? i

COULD SEE...T could FEEL...
r could HEAR Joseph dialing

the telephone. .

.

r
HELLO, NORTON FUNERAL
PARLOR? THAT YOU, BEN?
THIS IS DOCTOR JOSEPH
FAIRBANKS. YOU'D BETTER

GET OVER HERE AND BRING /

X, YOUR WICKER. . . /

POOR CARL' HOW WE USED
TO ARGUE... ABOUT SILLY .J&S
THEORIES. ..THEORIES THAT

I DIDN'T BELIEVE MYSELF/

Then, a pain... a horrible excruciating pain in

MY CHEST... AND JOSEPH GRINNING DOWN AT ME AND
BRAGGING...

1

Oh lord, what he was saying to me..

COULDN'T HEAR... KNOWING I WAS DEAD.

BUT I NEVER COULD GET YOU ANGRY
ENOUGH, COULD I, CARL? I NEVER I

COULD GET YOU SO UPSET YOU'D

DROP DEADf NO/ I HAD TO

POISON YOU TO GET YOUR MftSL
MONEY... your ESTATE... *$&&&

'IT WILL BE SIMPLE, CARL. I'M A

PHYSICIAN. I'LL SIGN THE DEATH
CERTIFICATE. DEATH,. BY NATURAL
CAUSES. NO ONE WOULD QUESTION A

SURGEON'S WORD. ..ah...THE BELL/
kTHE UNDERTAKER IS HERE... S



Ben NORTON CAME in looking I'LL GO W/TH \f SURE.' WHY
YOU, BEN' OH... \( WASTE TIME/
SINCE I’M THE K> I GOT A ^
ONLY ONE IN THE \ WICKER IN \
WORLD CARL HAD...] THE TRUCK.

NO FAMILY, TOO J C'MON AND
j

KNOW... THERE'S \HELP ME... /
NO USE ORAGGING njflm

THIS OUT ARRANGE
FOR A SMALL JjksjgmBSSk

|

D/GN/F/ED
FUNERAL... mrr
TOMORROW...AWK^-

WE WERE ARGU/NG
ABOUT SOMETHING
OR OTHER. A MED-
ICAL THEORY OF

MINE. CARL WAS A
SHOUT/NG. HE \
MUST HAVE BECOME
TOO EMOTIONALLY
UPSET. HIS HEART...

TOO BAD.
SUCH A

NICE GUY'
WELL...I 1 LL

GET HIS
^ BODY ON
L DOWNTOWN...

VERY SAD. JOSEPH'S VOICE CHANGED.

NOW, AS HE SPOKE, HE SOUNDED GEN-
UINELY BEREAVED... If

~
| =

it was AWFUL
,
ben/Xhow'd it

AWFUL fONE MINUTE, L. HAPPEN,

SITTING AND DRINKING/) DOC?
THE NEXT MINUTE,

UajM DEAD.'’ r-n /TflHE^i

You... YOU WHO ARE READING THIS STORY' HOW CAN
YOU UNDERSTAND HOW I FELT? HOW CAN YOU KNOW THE
HORROR THAT CREPT UP MY RIGID SPINE? I WAS DEAD...

DEAD BY ALL STANDARDS. AND YET I COULD FEEL...

COULD HEAR... COULD SEE THINGS MOVE AS THEY LIFTED

I COULD SEE THEM LOOKING DOWN AT ME. BUT I

COULDN'T BLINK... COULDN'T MOVE AN EYELID...

COULDN'T LIVE... EVER AGAIN...

TlOOK, bln. his 'W\( yeah. I KNOW. THEY'RE
EYES... OPEN. ALMOST LIKE HE

H^Wg/ A. WAS SEEIN 1 US, EH? ^X WELL... MflflH

ME AND PLACED ME INTO THE WICKER...fj

r HEAVY THOUGH. ^
HEAVY PEOPLE ARE
MORE APT TO SUFFER

kheart trouble...

Ben reached down and x felt his fingertips touch
MY EYELIDS, PUSHING THEM CLOSED. AND NOW I WAS
SHROUDED IN THE DARKNESS OF DEATH. BUT X COULD
STILL HEAR. X COULD STILL FEEL THEM LIFT THE
WICKER AND CARRY ME. I COULD IMAGINE WHAT WAS
HAPPENING. THEY WERE PUTTING ME INTO THE BACK OF
THE BLACK PANEL TRUCK WITH THE BLACK CURTAINED
WINDOWS -iB'y w[

I COULD HEAR THEM GET IN THE FRONT... HEAR THE
ENGINE START... FEEL THE MOTION OF RIDING. ..RIDING
INTO TOWN TO THE FUNERAL PARLOR ...

WELL. ..HERE
WE ARE. a

HELP ME
GET HIM
OUT... .

WHY...? HE CAN'

T

FEEL THE BUMPS—



X COULD HEAR THE BACK DOORS OPEN AGAIN. I

COULD FEEL THE WICKER BEING LIFTED AND CARRIED
INTO THE COLD WHITE ROOM WITH THE NEEDLES
AND TUBES. I COULD SMELL THE PERFUME THAT
TRIED TO HIDE THE FORMALDEHYDE ODOR...

I COULD FEEL MYSELF BEING LIFTED... BEING PLACED ON
A COLD SURFACE.. . A MARBLE TABLE ... =EtMjailB

I'LL GET THINGS READY ?

CARE TO WATCH?

PUT IT DOWN
. HERE... A

Another pump, another needleX FELT WHAT MUST HAVE BEEN AI COULD HEAR THE RUSTLING
WHISPER OF HOSES, THE SHARP
CLINKING OF BOTTLES, THE HUM OF
PUMP-MOTORS STARTING..

.

NEEDLE ENTERING MY ARM. BUT
THERE WAS NO PAIN. JOSEPH HAD
BEEN WRONG. THERE WAS NO PAIN,

EVEN AS THE LAST DROP OF BLOOD
DRIPPED OUT OF MY BODY AND I
HEARD IT GURGLING DOWN A DRAIN

SOMEWHERE M,»

PRESSING AGAINST MY DEAD FLESH.

MORE GURGLING-
[j

I'LL SEE ABOUT
ii A COFFIN.fFIRST...** DRAIN Y I SEE.

. THE BLOOD. m

* NOW THE
EMBALMING
M. FLUID?

I WAS BEING LIFTED AGAIN. NOW I COULD FEEL THE
SMOOTH SATIN AGAINST MY DEAD HANDS. THE CAMPHOR
SMELL OF NEWNESS. 1 WAS BEING PUT INTO MY COFFIN.

JOSEPH DIDN'T WANT TO SEE HIS MONEY WASTED.

NOT TOO EXPENSIVE. I WANTED TO SCREAM. BUT
HOW COULD I? DEAD MEN DON'T SCREAM. THEY ONLY
LIE STIFFLY... LISTENING... FEELING... AND CRYING

now... YOU'LL ARRANGE
EVERYTHING....THE FUNERAL.

THE PLOT? .

THERE.

REASONABLE. TOO'
HELP ME GET HIM

L. INTO IT? J A



HOW LONG I LAY THERE I DO NOT KNOW. PERHAP:
TIME, TO ONE DEAD, IS IMMEASURABLE. THE LID WAS
SLAMMING OOWN...|rf jy » «>-' >va

THE CHAPEL IS

FILLED. THEY'RE
. WAITING... Y

—

THE HOLLOW BOOM OF DIRT CRASH-

ING DOWN UPON THE COFFIN LID. THE
HORROR... THE SCREAMING SILENT
HORROR OF IT...

A MOTOR. THE COOLNESS OF OPEN
AIR. I WAS BEING LOWERED INTO

THE GRAVE. THE VOICE

I WAS BEING MOVED AGAIN. A VOICE.

EULOGIZING ME... MY FUNERAL ORATIC

I WAS HEARING IT ALL...|^—^jj

ASHES TO 1
ASHES... DUST
TO DUST... A

AND SO, IN PARTING,

MAY I ADD... CARL
WINSTON LIVED... HE

DIED. BUT HIS MEMORY..

HIS WORK. ..LIVES AFTER

And now, the shoveling has stopped, there is

LAUGHTER AND VOICES...

The lid is creaking open, a rush of fresh air

CARESSES MY FACE... IT"— I MIl^M
CARL' ARE YOU ^
CONVINCED? ARE
—sr YOU?

THAT'S ENOUGH. ALL RIGHT.

OPEN IT UP.



A FINGER TOUCHES MY EYES. THE
NIGHT STARS TWINKLE DOWN AT ME.

JOSEPH'S FACE CUTS ACROSS THEM,

IT WAS A GAG, CARL. I WANTED TO 'W' DOC. IT'S

SHOW YOU THAT MY THEORY COULD /FIVE-THIRTY'
BE RIGHT' YOU ALMOST BELIEVED} SHOULDN'T HE

IT, DIDN'T YOU CARL? DIDN'T YOU?I BE COMING OUT
tr-lm -jftnii OF IT? >

It'S MORNING NOW. THE STARS HAVE GONE AND I FEEL THE SUN
ON MY FACE. JOSEPH IS PLEADING WITH ME ...TEARS IN HIS EYES. BEN

Poof Joseph mm his theory, he wanted so much for me
TO ACCEPT IT. AND NOW I HAVE ACCEPTED IT f ONLY HE WON'T
KNOW HE'S RIGHT

f

NOT UNTIL HE GOES THROUGH WHAT I'VE
GONE THROUGH. FOR I AM DEAD. I DIED OF A HEART
ATTACK JUST BEFORE THE UNDERTAKER GAMEf

HEH.HEHf SO NEXT TIME YOU MEET A

CORPSE, KIDDIES
, BE CAREFUL WHAT

YOU SAY, EH? YOU MI6HT hurt \TS NON-
FEELINGS. and NOW THAT YOU'VE FIN-

ISHED TELLING US YOUR LITTLE TALE,

CARL, YOU CAN GO CRAWL BACK INTO

YOUR COFFIN AGAIN AND I'LL TUCK

YOU IN WITH A BLANKET OF GRAVE-
GRAVEL. WHILE I'M SHOVELING, FIENDS,

WHY DON'T YOU SHOVEL ALONG TO THE
VAULT-KEEPER WHO,
BREATHLESSLY AND

DRIPPING DROOL,AWAITS

WITH HIS GUEST-SPOT
GORE-TALE, COMPLETE
WITH GUARANTEED

ACCOMPANYING NIGHT-

MARE. I'LL DIG



There is a crawling fear in you, feux purdy. you
STAND BELOW THE TOWERING WINDSWEPT TREES AND
THE CLOUDS ABOVE LOOM LIKE MYSTERIOUS GHOST-
SHAPES THAT HURRY BY BELOW A COLD MOON. YOUR
HANDS TREMBLE AND YOUR BLOOD RUNS COLD AND
YOUR HEART THROBS WILDLY IN YOUR CHEST. AND
THEN YOU HEAR THE INHUMAN HOWL...

HEH.HEH.f WELCOME to the VAULTOF HORROR, HIDIOTS. this is YOUR SCREAM-STORY-SPINNER, THE VAULT-
KEEPER, WAITING TO NARRATE another NAUSEATING TALE from MY OREEPS-COLLECTION. SO COME IN.)

SIT DOWN, AND I'LL BEGIN. THIS WILL BE A NEW EXPERIENCE FOR YOU. .. SO RELAX, AND BECOME THE\
MAIN CHARACTER in A STORY that ACTUALLY HAPPENS TO YOU I CALL THIS YELP-YARN . . .mmsmm
It IS AS IF YOU WERE SUDDENLY MOLDED OUT OF SILENCE
AND INFINITE BLACKNESS AND YOU ARE NOW STANDING IN A
STORMSWEPT FOREST, FEELING THE WIND ON YOUR FACE
AND HEARING THE SIGHING TREES BENDING UNDER ITS ON-
SLAUGHT. YOU CANNOT REMEMBER ANYTHING BEFORE
THIS MOMENT. THE PAST IS A VOID WITHOUT MEMORIES
OR RECOLLECTIONS, AND YOU KNOW ONLY THAT YOUR



Sheer terror roots you to the
SPOT AND YOU SWAY LIKE THE TREES
THAT SURROUND YOU...WAITING-
LISTENING... AS THE HOWLING THING
COMES CLOSER. AND THEN IT BURSTS
FROM THE BLACK 0VER6R0WTH, AND
THE GHOST-CLOUDS PART SO THAT
THE COLD MOON ILLUMINATES IT...

And now you’re running, felix,and
SCREAMING, AND THE INHUMAN WOLF-
THING IS LOPING AFTER YOU, FANGS
BARED AND SPITTLE DROOLING
FROM ITS FLAME-RED MOUTH...

YOU RUN TILL YOUR HEART IS A
HAMMER SLAMMING INSIDE YOUR
CHEST. NOW YOU CAN FEEL THE HOT
FOUL BREATH OF THE WEREWOLF
CLOSE BEHIND YOU...

SUDDENLY YOUR LEGS ARE RUBBER COLLAPSING BENEATH

YOU AND YOU SPRAWL ON THE GROUND. THE WEREWOLF IS

OVER YOU, ITS BLAZING EYES STARING DOWN, A LOW TRI-

UMPHANT GROWL ERUPTING FROM ITS HEAVING CHEST.
IT HESITATES, WAITING WHILE YOU SCREAM AND COWER
BEHIND UPRAISED PROTECTING ARMS...

AND THEN IT SPRINGS UPON YOU, AND ITS RAZOR-SHARP
CLAWS ARE TEARING AT YOUR FLESH AND ITS KNIFE-LIKE

FANGS ARE SINKING INTO YOUR BODY AND PULLING AND
RIPPING AND SLASHING...

Suddenly there is blackness around you, ending the
PAIN, ENDING THE HORROR. AND THEN THE BLACKNESS
FADES AND YOU ARE STANDING IN AN ALLEYWAY BETWEEN
TALL BUILDINGS WITH BOARDED WINDOWS AND LOCKED
DOORS AND YOU ARE AFRAID AGAIN...

YOU KNOW YOU ARE FELIX PURDY AND YOU KNOW YOU
ARE A HIGH-SCHOOL TEACHER. BUT YOU CANNOT
REMEMBER ANYTHING OF YOUR PAST... YOUR CHILD-
HOOD... LAST YEAR... LAST MONTH. YOU'VE SUDDENLY
FOUND YOURSELF... AND YOU ARE YOU... AND THERE IS

NO YESTERDAY... AND NOW YOU ARE IN AN ALLEY... AND



A SHADOW LEAPS ACROSS THE GAPING ENTRANCE TO
THE ALLEY. YOU COWER BACK INTO THE GLOOM. IT

PEERS IN, ITS SLANTED EYES GLOWING, ITS NEEDLE-
LIKE FANGS GLITTERING...

A BREEZE STIRS, RUSTLING PAPERS ON A TRASH PILE
BEHIND YOU, SPINNING UP THE ALLEYWAY, CARRYING
YOUR SCENT TO THE VAMPIRE'S SENSITIVE NOSTRILS.
IT LIFTS ITS ARMS AND THE BLACK CAPE DRAPES
FROM THEM LIKE BAT-WINGS AND THERE IS A DULL BEAT-
ING SOUND AS IT SEEMS TO GLIDE TOWARD YOU. . .

For A MOMENT YOU STAND CRINGING,

FLATTENED AGAINST THE BUILDING
WALL LIKE A YELLOWED POSTER,
WATCHING IN MORBID FASCINATION
AS THE BLOOD- HUNGRY BEAST MOVES
TOWARD YOU.. .

And then horror strikes at you,

SENDING YOU FLAILING DOWN THE
ALLEY... DOWN INTO THE SHADOWS..

The board fence is high and flat
AND EXPRESSIONLESS. YOU FALL
AGAINST IT SOBBING. IT'S A BLIND

ALLEY, AND YOU ARE TRAPPED... AND
THE BEATING SOUND IS BEHIND YOU..

CLOSING IN ON YOU. YOU SINK TO

YOUR KNEES...

And now the vampire is bending over you and you
CAN FEEL ITS NEEDLE- FANGS SINKING DEEP INTO YOUR
THROAT AND ITS DRY LIPS SUCKING AROUND THE
WOUNDS, DRAWING IN THE RED LIFE-FLUID IT CRAVES.. .

NOW EVERYTHING IS FADING AND THERE IS DARKNESS
AGAI N AND YOU ARE STANDING IN A 6RAVEYARD AND YOUR

EYES ARE FILLED WITH TEARS. YOU ARE FELIX PURDY,

SCHOOL TEACHER, WITH NO YESTERDAY AND NO TOMOR-



And then you hear the dragging sound... the sound of
FEET LONG DEAD AND DECOMPOSED AND CRAWLING WITH

DECAY AND THE SLIME OF THE GRAVE. YOU HEAR THE DRAG-

GING FOOTSTEPS IN THE CHILL OF THE NIGHT, MOVING SLOWLY,

PAINFULLY, UPON THE MOUNDS AND AROUND THE GRAVE MARK-

ERS AND OVER THE DRY GRASS. AND YOU WAIT. . .

The graveyard echoes with the silence of
DEATH AND THE TOMBSTONES ARE BLANK FACES

THAT DO NOT SMILE OR CRY OR SHOW PITY FOR

YOU. THE MOUNDS ARE HEAPED HIGH OVER THE
LATE AND DEPARTED AND THEIR GRASS IS

YELLOWED FROM WINTER'S CHILL. YOU STAND

AND WAIT, HALF- EXPECTING, HALF- KN OWING...

THIS IS WHAT I am LIVING FORf
THIS is WHY I AM HERE/ I

been CREATED... so that i can

DIE. . -DIE A HUNDRED HORRIBLE

Your eyes bore into the darkness and
YOU SEE THE ROTTING FOUL- SMELLING CORPSE
STUMBLING TOWARD YOU. YOU GRIT YOUR
TEETH, FIGHTING OFF THE REVULSION THAT

And NOW THE THING IS UPON YOU AND ITS ODOR SEARS YOUR NOS-

TRILS AND YOUR STOMACH HEAVES AND YOU HOLD YOUR BREATH
SO AS NOT TO SUCK THE FETID STENCH INTO YOUR LUNGS. YOU

FEEL THE PUTRID ARMS AROUND YOU AND THE MOLDY FLESH
FALLING AWAY AND THE BONE FINGERS CRUSHING THE LIFE FROM

But your LIFE DOES NOT fade.

ONLY THE SCENE FADES ONCE
MORE, AND YOU STILL EXIST. THE
BLACKNESS DESCENDS LIKE A CUR-

TAIN AND LIFTS. AND THE GUILLOTINE
RISES INTO THE MOONLIGHT...

YOU ARE FELIX PURDY, HIGH SCHOOL
TEACHER. YOU ARE RESIGNED TO
YOUR ROLE IN THIS GORY MATINEE.
YOU WALK TO THE GUILLOTINE-

STEPS AS IF YOU HAVE REHEARSED
THIS ACTION WELL...

YOU LOOK UP AT THE GLEAMING
BLADE HANGING BETWEEN THE

TRACKS THAT CLIMB TOWARD THE
STARLESS SKY. YOU KN E El

RESIGNED...

WHAT FIEND HAS
DEVISED THIS.. .THIS

EXISTENCE FOR



YOU PLACE YOUR HEAD IN THE HOL-
LOWED KNIFE-BED AND YOU STARE
DOWN AT THE WOVEN BASKET WAIT-
ING PATIENTLY TO RECEIVE ITS DUE.
YOU HEAR THE BLADE SQUEELING
DOWNWARD AND AN INVOLUNTARY
CRY ESCAPES YOUR QUIVERING LIPS.

AaAa
rrr...gh...

And now you are behind the
BLACK CURTAIN AGAIN, WAITING FOR
THE NEXT TORTUROUS SCENE TO BE
UNVEILED. YOU FLOAT IN A SEA OF
DARKNESS... CRYING, WAITING,

AND YET, YOU SEEM TO RECALL A
ROOM... LONG AGO... FAR AWAY... A
ROOM WITH WHITE LEERING FACES...

LITTLE MONSTERS... AND A LITTLE
EVIL THING THAT SAT AND STARED
AT YOU AND... AND... BUT IT IS ONLY A
FAINT RECOLLECTION... AS THOUGH

IT NEVER REALLY EXISTED,,.

And now the curtain is lifting and the sea of And then you see the yawning pit behind them
DARKESS IS RECEDING AND YOU ARE STANDING IN AN AND YOU SEE THE SHOVELS IN THEIR HANDS AND
OPEN FIELD WITH FOG CLINGING TO THE HOLLOW THEY CLOSE IN ON YOU... GIGGLING...

Little clawing hands seize you,push you,and you Now your feet are at the pit-edge, sliding . the
STIFFEN. BUT THERE ARE MANY HANDS AND YOU SKID DIRT CHATTERS AS IT DROPS IN, AND THE MANY HANDS
TOWARD THE GAPING HOLE... SO LONG... SO NARROW... PUSH, AND YOU ARE FALLING... FALLING...



You LIE IN THE MOIST COLD EARTH AT THE BOTTOM
OF THE HOLE AND YOU LOOK UP AT THEIR GRINNING
FACES. THEN, YOU HEAR THE CRUNCHING SOUND AS
A SPADE DIGS INTO THE MOUNDED SOIL BESIDE THE

The dirt crashes down on you, and the giggling
GROWS LOUDER. SPADES FLY... EARTH FALLS. YOU
SCREAM... AND THE LAUGHTER SCREAMS BACK AT YOU...

YOU ARE FELIX PURDY, HIGH SCHOOL TEACH ER, FLOATING YOU ARE FELIX PURDY... Wl TH NO PAST AND NO FUTURE
IN DAR KNESS, LISTENING TO LAUGHTER... ENTHUSIASTIC, ...A CREATURE BORN OF NOW... BORN TO SUFFER...TO
EFFERVESCENT LAUGHTER. YOUNG LAUGHTER. THE DIE A MILLION TIMES IN ONE BRIEF SPAN OF EXISTENCE

YOU HAVE DIED MANY TIMES INTHIS, YES, FELIX PURDY. SOMEWHERE, AND THE LAUGHTER IS DESTROYING
YOUR BRIEF LI FE- SPAN, FELIX REALITY IS LAUGHING AT YOU. THE YOU, FELIX. EVEN NOW YOU CAN
PURDY. YOU HAVE DIED IN MANY REALITY THAT SURROUNDS YOUR FEEL YOURSELF FADING...



For this, then, is your real DEATH, felix. this
THEN IS THE HORROR OF ALL THE HORRORS... MORE
HORRIBLE THAN your dreamer has conceived in

ANY OF HIS WILD WISH- DREAMS. IN A MOMENT,
SLEEP Wi LL VANISH, and SO W/L L YOU.

NO' WAIT' SLEEP SOME
MOREf DON’T LISTEN to

^ THEMr WAIT...

But it is too late, felix purdy. the laughter is

loud, the dreamer stirs, there is a blinding
LIGHT THAT IS LIKE WHITE-HOT LIQUID METAL .CASCADING
AT YOU AND DISSOLVING YOU IN ITS BRILLIANCE.. .

EEEEAAA(?7%

Now YOU ARE GONE, FELIX PURDY.
YOU EXIST NO LONGER. NOW YOU
ARE REALLY DEAD. YOU HEAR
NO MORE LAUGHTER. DAYLIGHT
HAS BLANCHED YOU AWAY. BUT THE
DREAMER HEARS THE LAUGHTER...

A BOY. A BOY LIFTS HIS HEAD
FROM HIS HIGH-SCHOOL DESK AND
RUBS HIS EYES, SLEEPILY. HIS

CLASSMATES SURROUND HIM...

The boy looks around, his teacher
STANDS OVER HIM, FUMI NG. .

.

The boy grins sleepily, the teacher deftly applies a red
PENCIL TO THE BARE EXAMINATION PAPER, SWINGING IT IN A
LARGE CIRCLE...

HEH, HEH.' SO NOW YOU KNOW HOW IT FEEL S
to be the MAIN CHARACTER in a DREAM,
eh, fi ENDS? a CHARACTER THAT YOUR
DREAMER PART/CULARL YDISLIKES. .. HEH,

HEH ... LIKE HIS MATH TEACHER...ORIS IT

LATIN, OR MAYBE ENGLISH, IN YOUR CASE?
WELL, THAT'S MY TALE FORTHIS ISSUE OF

C.K/S MAS. I’ll

DREAM UPANOTHER
NIGHTMARE when
NEXT WE MEET. NOW,

C.K. AWAITS, SO

i'll turn you BACK
TO HIM. G'NIGHT '

PLEASANT... HEH...

I.. . DREAMS?



President and CEO—Stephen A. Geppi Publisher—Russ Cochran

Dear Crypt-Keeper,

I watch your show on HBO. And I buy your comics. I have

also seen both your movies (DEMON, BORDELLO). I love

the story in CRYPT 20 “How Green Was My Alley” Please

print my address and could you send me some CRYPT
stuff? Your #1 fan,

Petro (Coffin-Keeper) Boucouvalos II 35 School ST
Saco, ME 04072

I was wondering if you could send me some drawings

(Like the wax exhibits in the story “The Works...ln Wax!”). If

you can I would appreciate it. Thank you,

Darren Toland Claysville, PA

Freebies, freebies, freebies! Nobody ever went broke

underestimating the taste of the public, and nobody ever

got rich giving freebies! -CK

I’m a big fan of everything of yours, your action figures,

comics, movies; everything. I was wondering if you could

tell me where I could get your comics, movies, and toys, in

Phoenix or Payson, AZ. Your big fan,

Joey Kellogg Payson, AZ

How come you don’t have a fan club? There are a lot of

toys and collectibles that I missed in stores, is there any

sick-twisted way you could come out with a catalog?

Are you and Elvira ever going to make a movie? I love

everything you do or make! Please print address.

Alex Harrow 14455 SW Sexton MTN DR #7E
Beaverton, OR 97008

Now, here are boys ready to take part in a market econ-

omy! We’ll rely on our readers to tell us about Arizona

comics shops, but we offer many EC items (mostly 2D) by

mail order ourselves. Writer for details.

Closest I’ve got to a fan club is the EC fanzine HORROR
FROM THE CRYPT OF FEAR; issue 9 is still available for

$10 from Bill Leach, 203 Bemauer DR, Pittsburg, CA
94565. He has other goodies, too! -CK

I am one of your ghoulish fans! I can’t stop reading your

terror-best comics and videos! They rule!!!!! Keep up your

witchy work! Your Ghoulish Murder,

Freddy Kruger Elm ST, USA

Hi! My name is Shaunna. Most people call me “Crypt”

because all I do is talk about you! I’ve seen every single

show you’ve made. I also have seen and still see your new
show “Secrets of the Crypt-Keeper’s Haunted House." I

jove horror. I

My brother hates you. He says he's sick and tired of

watching your show and hearing my laugh (oh I know how
to laugh your laugh!). My Mom likes you too. We’ve

watched both your movies DEMON NIGHT and
BORDELLO OF BLOOD. They were great! Please print my
address. Frightfully yours,

“Crypty” 2144 S 15th ST
Shaunna Van Elsis Philadelphia, PA 19145

What use are brothers, anyway (not counting target

practice)? -CK

When I was a child in the fifties—after the comic book

code had banished CRYPT and other EC publications-a

few of us had issues of the magazine handed down to us

by our older siblings. These were cherished archival

possessions.

Imagine my delight to find issue #19! It was a wonderful

nostalgic trip back to my early childhood. After forty years

I still vividly remembered those stories and hoped that I'd

be able to read them again some day. Thanks for the

mummeries!

Richard H. Bush Meriden, CT

And burning lips and burning ships and burning toast

and prunes. -CK

It’s me again, The Zombie Master. I would just like to ask

if on VAULT 32, your #21, is the guy on the front going to

have the meat cleaver hanging in his head. Also, I think

that the rule for sending in your real name and address

really bits some big . Also my fiend and me draw our

own Horror Comics. My fiend draws just as good as the

drawers for EC. (Print my address.)

The Zombie Master 114 Howard AV
Arnold, MD 21012

If that vapid Vault-Keeper doesn’t chicken out, you’ll see

that cover uncovered next month. But did you know MY
next issue will receive its first uncensored showing just 3

short months from now? -CK

After reading the first 19 issues of CRYPT and the other

EC horror titles, I began to wonder if they hadn't been so

bad after all; that maybe all the criticism they received in

the prudish 50s was unwarranted. Thus, I had been

providing my children with inexpensive 64-page reprints

(after careful screening, of course). Then I got CRYPT 20

and read Ghastly’s horrifying “The Handler”. WOW!

At last I had found material so objectionable that there’s

no way in HELL I’ll let my kids see it until they’re 18! None
of us want to think about what a mortician might do to us

when our time comes to be prepared for our crypt, but



this story sure fuels our worst fears! The scene that was

the nail in the coffin is what was done to the old maid

("Hands and things”. . .EWWWWW!) Naturally, I loved the

story. Keep up the good work on the reprints, and thanks

for the chills.

Donald P. Deaton Fort Wayne, IN

PS) To all of you underage readers out there: Close this

comic IMMEDIATELY and take it to the nearest adult for

review and potential censorship. (They're not paying

attention, are they? Well, I hope it scares the living CRAP

Just like to keep you on your toes! -CK

I happen to be a big fan of yours. I would first off like to

say Johnny Craig is the best EC Comic artist. Your comics

keep me entertained and I am going to subscribe. I also

want to say your story in VAULT 18 (“Let’s Play Poison”)

was the best. I would like to list my 5 favorite stories from

your bone chilling collection:

5) “The Maestro’s Hand!”, 4) "Ghost Ship!” 3) “Let’s Play

Poison!”, 2) “The Hungry Grave”, 1) ”A Mute Witness To

Murder!”

This summer I’m to work up at camp. I’ll make sure to have

an EC comic book in my hand.

John Aiken Centreville, VA *

Especially during latrine breaks! -CK

Your stories are the best. I love your TV shows and movies.

I was wondering if you could send me one of your best

horror stories, maybe the ones about vampires or

zombies. Your bloodsucking fan,

Uohn Farren Austin, TX

My name is David Harte and I really enjoy reading your

comics, and collecting them. CRYPT 19 was brilliant, a real

horror issue.

“Midnight Mess!” was my fave story, the artwork was class.

One thing, though. Page 2, panel 7, when Harold was

seated in the restaurant why didn’t the vampire waiter

notice that Harold has a reflection, or Harold notice that

the waiter has no reflextion, in the mirror? Was the man
sitting at the table a vampire, ’cos he had a reflection?

Send some free comics. Please print my address. I want

to hear from other EC fans. ECing you,

David Harte South Circular Road

5 Shannon Tie Limerick, IRELAND

In the daytime, the restaurant was all nonvampire; at

night, vice-versa! The landlord collected double-rent (the

lousy bloodsucker)! TANSTAAFC! (There ain’t no such

thing as a free comic!) -CK

Hey, CK! Can I talk with you a while? Eh, you're the only

one with whom I can talk about my problems. My school

sucks, and my parents suck, too. Sometimes I feel like a

loser.

And sometimes I think there is no normal human on the

earth, too. Oh, what can I do? The people in my village

tease me every day. And tell lies about me. I feel so

unhappy. Oh, eh, I think I get on your nerves with my long

letter, don’t I? OK, I say Good Bye!

Stefanie Muller Bad Endbach, GERMANY

Although the anonymous editor fixed a few words in your

letter, he left most of it intact to share the charm of your

nascent English. I’m continually amazed by my foreign

readers’ English skills! (I know a little Spanish: “Dos

cafes, to vamoose!”)

I really love all my fans. I will consider buying a pencil, so

I can do autographs. How do you spell “CK?” -CK

In CRYPT 20, "The Handler” (last story), page 3, panel 7;

there’s a gravestone with the inscription "In Memory of

I Gaines 97 to .” What is the first name, it looks

like it starts with the letter “p?” The date of birth must be

1897 and the only number in the date of death that I can

clearly read is the last number which appears to be a 3.

1

know that Bill’s father Max died in the late 1940s in a boat-

ing accident and his mother was alive when the artwork

was done. Who can shed light on this? Puzzled,

David Dellario Kensington, CT

Perhaps this photomicrograph will shed some light, and

likely cause you to rethink your conclusions. A hint: see

WEIRD SCIENCE 21, available now! -CK

I love your mag! It’s so cool. I always go on the net and

look for your web site. But the bad news is that issue 19

was my first mag. Can I have the mags 16 and 15? I

promise if I get them I’ll get all the mags you make. I’ll buy

back issues, too. Put my address down because I want a

pen pal.

Matt Laney 428 Sunset RD
Skillman, NJ 08558

You’re genial. You’re perfect. I love your comics and of

course I love you, too. I’m sorry that my english sucks but

I’m a 15 years young girl from Germany.

I’m one of your greatest fan (atiker). I think you looks very

nice. I’ve got three questions to you. Do you feel real

Love? Can I have an autograph from you or something like

that? (Please.) Do you like all your fans? (I think the first

question sounds silly, but this is serious.)

And I think your friends (Sorry: fiends.) looks not very

clever, too. But all your friends are my friends (fiends).

ATTENTION: CHARLES DRAGOO!

I am writing concerning Charles Dragoo who wrote in #19.

I am a comic book artist who would like to illustrate

CELLAR DWELLER. I am 13 years old. I’ve made 10 comic

books, 3 of them horror books. I have collaborated with a

writer on one of them: PSYCHO BILLY. Please print my
address! I would like to get in contact with Charles Dragoo

very much.

Brian Dishon 19102 Matthew CIR

Huntington Beach, CA 92646



The stories [in CRYPT 19] offered a thought provoking

progression family tree of undead: brother werewolf; sis-

ter vampire; voodoofied wife; and, of curse, a mummy (no

relation to the scheming archeologists)!

This issue was originally available Apr/May 1953. When did

MAD first use its “Humor in a Jugular Vein" motto? Is it fair

to say that this was inspired by the scene where the hero

of “Midnight Mess!” got tapped out in the vampire restau-

rant?

In “This Wraps It Up!” Professor Thomas Steel’s patronym

should have been Steal!

Issue 20: After perusing the verbose initial title, “Fare

Tonight, Followed by Increasing Clottyness..” I debated

weather or not to proceed. Fog goodness sake, I'm glad I

did.

In “Curiosity Killed...” the evidence was destroyed a

smidgen per pigeon. In “How Green Was My Alley", it was

good to see a left-hander in action: Amy putting.

Was naming the protagonist Mr. Benedict in “The

Handler" a reference to Benedict Arnold? As an honored

and trusted Revolutionary War colonel, his betrayal

became thereby more heinous. Similarly with Satan, who

was once the highest-ranking angel. Please print address.

Bob Gorby 13153 Sunny LN
Camarillo, CA 93012

MAD #1 was released in October, 1952; but who says life

is fair? -CK

Ah! My new CRYPT just arrived and I must say, you didn't

disappoint. Firstly, I would like to address some of the very

kind people who mentioned me: The Crazy Corpse,

Grizley Reaper, and most of all, Jessica Meador, to whom
I dedicate this letter. Thank you for your support.

I personally don't think that either the Dark Demon or Blue

Demon is Robert Borruso. Philip Smith, maybe, but not

Borruso. Borruso had some interesting things to say, while

Smith was just rather uptight about everything, going on

incessantly about who CRYPT’s No. 1 fan is, as if the fate

of the world depended upon it. Robert Borruso’s not like

that.

Grave Digger, don’t bother with the Demons. They’re not

worth the time or effort. By the way, I agree; "Horror We?
How’s Bayou?” was a wonderfully-drawn tale.

And so, on to the contents of [# 19]:

“By The Fright Of The Silvery Moon!” Excellent, one of the

ultimate classics. The cover depiction was absolutely

stunning. “Midnight Mess!”: The best story in the book, or

at least I thought so. Perhaps, being a hardcore vampire

addict, I’m biased. “Busted Marriage!”: Sorry, not into the

voodoo thing. Too many voodoo stories in the early issues.

They do become rather tiresome. “This Wraps It Up!”: This

story was at least better than its title. It was better than I

expected.

I’m shocked, astounded, and aghast and not in a good
way, either)! In CRYPT 20, which I received not five min-

utes ago, I see that you have printed my address as

"Rockville, IL.” I do not now live, nor have lever lived, in

Illinois (though it’s a nice place to visit). My address is still

RR4 Box 141, Rockville IN 47872 and shall be for several

years to come. Please rectify this error and hopefully, we
can put this all behind us.

Now to address some other matters. Firstly, I would like to

say to Grave Digger that there are no hard feelings. I’ve

never been one to hold a grudge, especially against a per-

son who is big enough to apologize. As of the time of this

printing, Grave Digger, you have probably already received

a letter from me stating this, but I would just like everyone

else to now that there is peace between us.

As for the stories, “Fare Tonight. .
.” was excellent. I see

your mag was plugged on pages two and seven. “How
Green Was My Alley’’ was brilliant, the best story in the

entire mag. Not to be outdone, Bradbury’s “The Handler”

was ingenious, as are all of his works. Ingels did a nice job

on the artwork.

In closing, I say this: Buy “CRYPT: THE OFFICIAL
ARCHIVES." It's worth its weight in plasma. Gravely yours,

_ Rockville, IN

I miss Philip Smith, and hope he’ll write again. Is the

correct response to perceived uptightness more
uptightness? I say nay! -CK

NEXT ISSUE

Also available this month are WEIRD SCIENCE and PANIC! Watch for

VAULT, WEIRD FANTASY and TWO-FISTED next month. Don’t forget

HAUNT, FRONTLINE COMBAT and CRIME! Get them at your local comic

book shop or SUBSCRIBE (see our ad In this comic)!

BACK ISSUES: CRYPT #1, SOLD OUT; FRONT #1-4, $2 each; all others

up thru Issue #3, $1.50 each; CRYPT, W SCI & SHOCK #4-16, and

VAULT, W FAN, 2 FIST, HAUNT and CRIME #4-15, $2 each. All others,

$2.50 each (Latest Issues: CRYPT and W SCI are up to 21; VAULT, W
FAN, 2FIST, HAUNT & CRIME are up to 20; FRONT to 9 and PANIC to

3).

Don't forget the entire 11 -Issue run of WEIRD SCIENCE-
FANTASY/INCREDIBLE SCIENCE FICTION (#1-3, $1.50 each; #4-11, $2

each) and the 18 Issues of SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES (#1-3, $1.50 each;

#4-15, $2.00 each; #16-18, $2.50 each)!

Add $5 per order ($10 outside US) for S&H.

Write to:

CRYPT
GEMSTONE
POB 469

WEST PLAINS MO 65775

THIS COMIC REPRINTS
TALES FROM THE CRYPT “#37”

COVER by Jack Davis

(#21, AUG/SEP 1953)

“Dead Right!" Jack Davis

“Pleasant Screams!” Joe Orlando

“Strop! You’re Killing Me!" Bill Elder

[The Rover Boys!” Graham Ingels

We welcome letters ot comment We cannot promise to acknowledge, publish or answer letters.

We edit for clarity, accuracy and length. We automatically wtthhold street address and zip code
unless you dearty state you wish them published Pseudonyms may be used It you provide us

wth your authentic name and address. We attempt to acknowledge publication ot letters; to do
so we need your address on the Individual letter.



HERE'S A TERROR TIDBIT TO WHET
YOUR DULLED FIENDISH APPETITES.

\7®DDg[3Q
ioihgi® mm

NOTEXACTLY. DAN. THIS IS LYNDALE'S NEWFIRE CHIEF.

/

NOW THAT CLEM'S RETIRED, THE CITY COUNCIL'S
^

DECIDED IQ MODERNIZE THE FIRE DEPARTMENT, JjSOWE HIRED MR. M/LLER HERE... FRANK
kjhl ler • I

AFTERNOON, MAYOR WITTER. IS

THAT CLEM DUNLOP'S REPLACEMENT?
' GLAD TO
MEET YOU,

DAN i

Old dan harper was sitting in HISUSUAL wicker arm-chair reading his usual daily PAPER AND SMOKING HIS
USUAL CORN-COB PIPE WHEN THEY CAME INTO THE LYNDALE FIRE-HOUSE. HE LOOKED UP FROM HIS PAPER TO
SEE GRIM-FACED MAYOR WITTER AND THE STRANGER IN THE BLUE UNIFORM WITH THE GOLD BUTTONS AND THE
DAZZELING WHITE CAP. . . Tgaa.^ t>. r——p

<£V</o^-

OLD DAN COULDN'T BELIEVE HIS EARS. FOR SEVEN-
TEEN YEARS, HE AND CLEM DUNLOP HAD COMPRISED
LYNDALE'S TWO-MAN FIRE DEPARTMENT. NOW THAT
CLEM HAD RETIRED, OLD DAN HAD EXPECTED THE TOWN
FATHERS TO HIRE A REPLACEMENT FOR HIM, BUT HE'D
NEVER EXPECTED THEM TO HIRE SOMEONE WHO'D BE
OLD DAN'S SUPERIOR . .

. ,

NEWFIRE- CHIEF./)i times have CHANGED, DAN.
BUT... I DON'T rj methods of FIGHTING FIRES

HAVE CHANGED TOOT CHIEF MILLER
WILL BE IN FULL CHARGE FROM
NOW ON. WHAT HE SAYS GOESf

I'M. ..SORRY..

UNDERSTAND/
I'M SENIOR
MEMBER NOW/

Mayor witter turned to chief miller,smiling.. .

WEL L, SIR, THIS IS IT. LET ME
SAY THAT ANY IMPROVEMENTS
YOU WISH TO MAKE, THE COUNCIL
will GLADLY CONSIDER.
I HAVE TO GET BACK TO



pAN LOOKED AROUND.

'CH/EF M/LLER] IF you DON'T
M/ND, MR. HARPER. WELL, LET'SJ

, GET TO WORK... _ ^ WICKER CHAIR f

Mayor witter left and lyndales new fire chief

LOOKED AROUND...

HMMMM WELL, DAN. WE'VE
GOT A LOT OF WORK TO DO,

SO LET’S GET MOVING... r

WORK f WHAT KIND
t OF WORK ? Jftrrrrt

Chief miller waved his hand at the old fire-engine

FIRST OF ALL,WE'RE GOING TO FAINT M FA/NT ER 7

AND POLISH that OLD ENGINE TILL
]
POLISH 'ER?

SHE SPARKLES. IT'S IN TERRIBLE ) WHY? is SHE

CONDITION f LOOK AT 'ER ? r-< GONNA FIGHT

NOT 'OKAY'! 'YES, chief'!) y-yes..

NOW, GO DOWN TO TH
E \CH/EF

f

HARDWARE STORE AND GET
TWO CANS OF BRASS POLISH

TWO CANS OF CHROME POLISH,

TWO GALLONS OF RED PAINT,

TWO BRUSHES, AND SOME
RAGS

Old DAN HOBBLED OFF DOWN THE
STREET TOWARD THE HARDWARE
STORE... Jhumuph AFTFR
* SEVENTEEN YEARS, THEY HIRE

SOME YOUNG WHIPPER-SNAP-
PER WITH NEW-FANGLEDIDEAS
TO ROSS ME AROUND. HMMPH_.

.

Twenty minutes later he returned to the fire

HOUSE, HIS ARMS FILLED WITH PACKAGES... JUS’ le'me CATCH MY BREATH. LE'MEJ I PUT IT UP- 1

SET FOR A SPELL IN MY... MY...SAYTf STAIRS, MR.

WHERE IN BLAZES IS MY harper. they'll
HERE S WHAT YOU
WANTED, young
FELLER f WHEW

f

BE NO LOLLING
AROUND DOWN
HERE FROMNOW



LOLLIN' AROUND.' LOOK

HERE, YOU YOUNG SQU/RT.
I WAS F/GHTfN' FtRES
BEFORE YOU WERE OLD
ENOUGH TO PUSH A TOY
F/RE TRUCK. AN 1 I BEEN

LOLLIN',AS YOU CALL IT,/N
THAT WICKER
ALL THAT TINE. AND..

E
]
[I INTEND TO INSTALL A

kN y DESCENT-POLE,**.
>? ) HARPER. A WELL- I

POL/SHED POLE, 1
s1 UPON WHICH WE WILL I

SLIDE DOWN from y
UPSTAIRS IN A SPLIT- \
SECOND. BUT ENOUGH J
TALK. THERE'S WORKJ

: f\ TO DO...

And so, old dan and eager new
CHIEF MILLER SET TO WORK PAINT-

ING AND POLISHING THE OLD FIRE-
TRUCK UNTIL IT GLEAMED LIKE NEW..

THERE 'THAT \ HMMPH.
LOOKS BETTER.'

I

SO OLD DAN HARPER WAS FORCED TO WORK HIS HEART
OUT FOR THE NEW CHIEF. HE POLISHED AND PAINTED TILL
HIS OLD BONES ACHED. FOR THERE WERE TWO THINGS THAT
HAD MEANT EVERYTHING IN THE WORLD TO DAN: HIS JOB
IN THE FIRE DEPARTMENT, AND THE SMALL HOUSE JUST
OUTSIDE OF TOWN TO WHICH HE NOW RETURNED, EXHAUSTED,

Old DAN'S LITTLE HOUSE WAS HIS PRIDE AND JOY.

AND HIS JOB WITH LYNDALE'S FIRE DEPARTMENT HAD
BEEN HIS WHOLE LIFE. BUT NOW, CHIEF MILLER HAD
COME UPON THE SCENE, AND OLD DAN'S JOB HAD
BECOME A NIGHTMARE FOR HIM ...



ER MADE IT ROUGH ON OLD DAN.
OUS THAT HE CONSIDERED DAN TOO
E JOB AND WAS TRYING TO DIS-
<t...TO MAKE HIM QUIT. BUT OLD

YOU'RE THREE
M/NUTES LATE,

MR. HARPER. I INSIST

UPON PUNCTUALITY
WHEN REPORTING FOR

Although lyndale's fire department was rarely
CALLED UPON BECAUSE OF ITS SMALL POPULATION (452,

LAST CENSUS), CHIEF MILLER HAD INSTITUTED A TWO-
SHIFT, TWENTY-FOUR-HOUR-A- DAY POLICY...

There were times when old dan had the urge to
CHUCK THE WHOLE DEAL. THE CONSTANT PRESSURES
EXERTED ON HIM BY THE NEW FIRE CHIEF CERTAINLY
MADE HIM MISERABLE. BUT HE'D GRITTED HIS TEETH
AND STUCK DOGGEDLY TO THE JOB...

BUT THAT’S I KNOW THAT,
NOT FOR ANOTHER

)
CHIEF MILLER.

\ E/VE YEARSfjl MAYBE YOU
can FI6URE outAHtlp A WAY

CONVINCE him

BUT, HE'S A i

HINDRANCE
MORE THAN A ‘

HELP. I’VE

TRIED TO «

D/SCOURAOE
HIM... M

r
IF HE WONT QUIT,)
THEN YOUR JUST /
HAVE TO KEEP HIM )

ON TILL HE REACHES

RETIREMENT AGE.J





' HE. ..HE COULD'VE BEEN
SAVED if you'd GOTTEN
HERE RIGHT AFTER I

CALLED...

When the fire- truck finally arrived on the scene, old
dan's house had burned to the ground with old dan
inside it...

I COULDN T GET THE OLD
ENGINE STARTED/ IT was

teas AWFUL,.. .JE77ZE*

Of COURSE, NO ONE SUSPECTED CHIEF MILLER
OF DELIBERATELY STALLING IN GETTING TO THE
FIRE THAT HAD KILLED OLD DAN. THEY
BELIEVED HIS STORY... AND A MONTH LATER,

THE NEW FIRE-TRUCK ARRIVED...

But one night, chief miller
RECEIVED ANOTHER ALARM. THE
VOICE ON THE LINE WAS STRANGE...

ALMOST LAUGHING...

'71 BEECHTREE DRIVE..T// BEECH-
'yes.. .WHAT A BLAZE'/TREE DRIVE/

HURRY. . .
WHY, THAT'S
MY HOUSE/

Chief miller didn't stall
AROUND THIS time. THIS WAS
AN EMERGENCY. HE LEAPED

FROM HIS C OT, AND DRESSED LIKE

A OEMON.
, that yo/CE QN
THE PHONE... IT

SOUNDED FAMILIAR!
WELL, I CAN'T WASTE
TIME THINKING ABOUT

THAT now..

He RUSHED TO THE DESCENT-POLE,
WRAPPED HIS ARMS AND LEGS

AROUND IT, AND PLUMMETED DOWN-
WARD . .

l OH, LORD. ..IKNOW' I KNOW
WHOSE VOICE THAT was/ it

WAS HIS/ OLD DAN HARPER'S/
’ NOT NO, IT COULDN'T...

The next morning, they found what was left of chief miller
LYING BESIDE THE NEW FIRE-ENGINE AT THE BOTTOM OF THE DESCENT-

POLE IN A POOL OF DRYING BLOOD. HIS ARMS AND LEGS HAD BEEN
SEVERED FROM HIS BODY AND HIS TORSO NEARLY SPLIT IN TWO.

SOMEONE. ..OR SOMETHING.. .
HAD REPLACED THE DESCENT- POLE

with A STEEL STRIP. SHARPENED TO A KEEN RAZOR-EDGE...

WHICH BRINGS MY TALE TO A CUTTING
CUMAX, EH, FIENDS? CAN YOU PICTURE
SLIDING DOWN A FIFTEEN-FOOTKNIFE
BLADE? QUITE A STRETCH OF the
IMAGINATION, EH? WASN'T THAT A GEM
OFAYARN? I’LL RAZOR 'NOTHER ^
ONE NEXT TIME WE MEET.. .IN V. K. 'S

SHARP MAG, THE VAUL T OFHORROR.
AND now, THE OLD
WITCH AWAITS WITH

f
HER HONE- COOKED

i

YARN. 'BYE.NOWfOH,

BY THE WAY, GIL-

LETTE the CAT J
OUT TONIGHT ? j
"'"BYE*



THE.

HEE.HEE. SMELL THE CONCOCT/ON I’M COOKIN' IN MY CRUDDY CAULDRON? IT'S A REEKING RECIPE OF

REVOLTING REVELRY THAT I'M SURE you'll ENJOY, this IS YOUR HOSTESS IN THE HAUNT OFFEAR,
WAITING TO DISH OUTANOTHER OF HER LUR/D LUNCHEONS. READY? THEN I'LL START FEEDING YOU THE FOUL 1

FARE I CALL...

PROLOGUE: THE DAWN sky is like a grey blanket
HANGING LOW OVER THE STILL-SLEEPING CITY. HERE AND
THERE A FEW STARS, RELUCTANT TO RETREAT FROM THE
DAYLIGHT NOW BLOOMING IN THE EAST, TWINKLE FAINTLY

AND THEN FADE. BELOW, THE STREET- LIGHTS STILL

CAST DARK SHADOWS IN THE CANYONS BETWEEN THE
BUILDINGS. A MILK WAGON CAREENS OVER THE COBBLE-
STONES, ITS FRANTIC DRIVER UNSUCCESSFULLY ATTEMPT-
ING TO HALT THE OLD HORSE WHO WHINNIES AND SNORTS,

GALLOPING MADLY. FLASHING METAL-SHOD HOOVES
SPARK AGAINST THE PAVEMENT. A PACK OF STRAY DOGS,

SLOBBERING AND YELPING, LEAP AND SCRAMBLE... Nl PPING

AND CLAWING AT THE DASHING HORSE. ITS FLANKS ARE
SCARRED AND BLEEDING... ITS EYES FILLED WITH TERROR...

WHOA THERE, BOY./ WHOA..

STORY: DOCTOR SHELDON REMSEN STOOD BEFORE
THE FIVE GRIM-FACED MEMBERS OF THE STATE MEDI-

CAL BOARD LISTENING TO THE CHAIRMAN'S COLD AND
EXPRESSIONLESS VOICE MOUTHING THE WORDS THAT
MEANT THE END OF EVERYTHING FOR HIM...

r AND SO, DOCTOR REMSEN, IT IS THE DECISION T NO f

OF THIS BOARD, IN VIEW OF THE EVIDENCES /NO/
PRESENTED HEREOF CONDUCT UNBECOMING

MEMBER OF THE MEDICAL PROFESSION,
THAT YOUR LICENSE BE REVOKED AND
THAT YOU BE BARRED FROM EVER PRACT/S-j
ING MEDICINE AGAIN.



'I'll Havemyrevenge.' you'll
- BE SORRY... ALL OF YOUf ^

The chairman looked around. the

MEMBERS OF THE BOARD ROSE
SILENTLY AND FILED FROM THE
ROOM. DR. SHELDON REMSEN LIFTED

HIS HANDS IN A FINAL PLEADING
n rrCTi lor

DR. REMSEN DARTED FORWARD. HE
CLUTCHED AT THE SLEEVE OF THE
LAST DEPARTING BOARD MEMBER...

WON'T YOU RECONSIDER? ) the
I BEG YOU FOR LENIENCY')DECI-
I MADE A MISTAKE' ^S/ON
I'M SORRY

f

PLEASE. ) OF THE
BOARD

IS FINAL, DR.

REMSEN. IF

Doctor remsen stood alone in

THE BOARD ROOM. FAINT LAUGHTER

DRAFTED THROUGH THE DOOR
BEYOND WHICH HIS JUDGERS AND
CONDEMNERS HAD DISAPPEARED.

HE CURSED. ..

. "<3C‘TaNEAD; you RIGHTEOUS ’

OLD *#&/?'fS' LAUGH/
LAUGH at ME/ we'll SEE who
has THE LASTLAUGH.

Stripped of his privilege to practise medicine,

AND SPURNED BY HIS PROFESSION, DR. REMSEN WALKED
SLOWLY FROM THE BOARD ROOM, ACROSS THE ECHOING

FOYER OF THE MEDICAL BUILDING, AND OUT INTO THE

WARM SUNLIGHT. HE FELT NAKED AND EXPOSED, AND
HATE FILLED HIS HEART..

He moved up the crowded streets, he was

JOSTLED AND PUSHED AND CARRIED ALONG BY THE

JABBERING THRONG. BUT HE FELT AND HEARD NOTHING.

DR REMSEN'S MIND WAS FAR AWAY, PLANNING, DISCLAI JA-

ING,ANDPLANNINGAGAIhL^.
'

I HATE THEM f I'LL GET EACH OF THEM
ONE BY ONE/ BUT HOW? HOW? „

A SHADOW FELL ACROSS HIM, BLOCKING THE SUN. DR.

REMSEN LOOKED AROUND. HE WAS UNDER A MARQUEE.

A THEATER MARQUEE. THE COLORFUL BILLBOARD

BLINKED AT HIM... / W l I Jgjq
* HMMM. 'CAPTAIN JOHN SMYTHE



The doctor slid the money under
THE BOX-OFFICE GLASS AND HELD
UP HIS INDEX-FINGER...

Laughter ERUPTED FROM A HUN-
DRED MOUTHS AS HE MOVED SOFTLY
DOWN THE CARPETED AISLE. ON-
STAGE, A CLOWN WAS CAVORTING...

..AND NOW THE PALACE THEATER
PROUDLY PRESENTS CAPTAIN
JOHN SMYTHE AND HIS WORLD
FAMOUS TRAINED SEALS.. . A

SEAT, SIR? ONE KtHANK YOU!
IN THERE... Aft EXCUSE

The clown somersaulted off
INTO THE WINGS AMID CHEERS AND
APPLAUSE . DR. REMSEN SAT DOWN...

THE CURTAIN WENT UP. THE GLIMMERING BLACK SEALS
BARKED AND SWAYED. THEIR UNIFORMED TRAINER
BEGAN THE ACT. DR. REMSEN'S GRIM MOUTH SLOWLY

The act was over. dr. remsen left the theater.
HIS EVIL PLAN WAS FORMING IN HIS HATE- FILLED MIND.

IT WILL BE THE GREATEST ANIMAL-ACT
THE WORLD HAS EVER SEEN '

The pet shop smelled of flea-powder and animal
SWEAT AND BIRD-SEED AND ECHOED WITH THE SQUEALS
OF MONKEYS AND PARROTS AND THE HOWLING OFDOGS...

I LIKE TO BUY FIVE
m DOGS

r

.w



A KNOCK RESOUNDED THROUGH THE LABORATORY. THE
DOGS BEGAN TO YELP. DOCTOR REMSEN WENT TO THE
DOOR ^AND O PENED IT^.

^y^ou7^r7msen7
f SO THIS is WHERE

ft YOU LIVE NOW? ^

ft BUT I THOUGHT...

Doctor remsen's laboratory was silent
EXCEPT FOR THE OCCASIONAL WHINES OF THE DOGS

TH AT COWERED BEHIND THE WIRE MESH OF THE FIVE

CAGES THAT LINED THE ROOM. THE DOCTOR WAS
BUSY PLACING SHINY INSTRUMENTS INTO A STEAMING
STERLIZER...

Y YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE
r PAYING A HOUSE-CALL ON

A s/CK MAN, EH, DOCTOR HALE?
'that's WHAT I WANTED YOU .

ij*sr\ TO THINK i

SOON, MY LITTLE PETS. SOON,
Wk ir

|

r
. ^ if

PERHAPS, DOCTOR JOPERATION?/
HALE i AND NOW, IF

J
WHAT.. WHAT ^

WU WILL REMOVE / ARE YOU GOING

YOUR COAT, WE WILL TO OOP A
GET 0/VWITH THE
_ OPERATION.

Doctor remsen waved the small
PISTOL AT THE SURPRISED BOARD-
CHAIRMAN... / - yr

IT MEANS, MY DEAR CHAIRMAN OF

THE MEDICAL BOARD, THAT I AM
GOING TO TAKE MY REVENUE A
UPON YOU AND YOUR

' FELLOW BOARD-
MEMBERS FOR

having EXCLUDED
ME FROM YOUR

PROFESSION

f

YOU'RE

MAD,
REMSEN.

Outside the old house into which doctor remsen
HAD MOVED HIS LABOR ATORY, THE WIND SIG HED, CARRY-

ING THE ECHO OF DOCTOR HALE'S SCREAM ACROSS THE

DESERTED COUNTRYSIDE. . . g1 m

DO ? WHY, I AM GOING TO REMOVE jT REMSEN

/

YOUR BRAIN, D octor, and SUB- (FOR QOD 'S v
ST/TUTE IT FOR THE INADEQUATE/ SAXE/ X
BRAIN THAT NOW RESTS IN THE I PUT DOWN THAT

CRANIAL CAVITY OF ONE OF HYPODERMIC/



On the nights that followed,
ONE BY ONE, THE OTHER MEMBERS
OF THE STATE MEDICAL BOARD CAME
TO THE LONELY HOUSE ON THE OUT-
SKIRTS OF THE CITY...

^ YOU '?

ONE BY ONE, THEY CAME... BUT
NONE WENT AWAY. ON THE FIFTH

MORNING, FIVE FRESH- DUG GRAVES
LAY SILENTLY IN THE DAWN -LIGHT
BEHIND THE HOUSE...

Inside, in the laboratory, five
DOGS WITH HUMAN BRAINS COW-
ERED BEHIND THE MESH-WIRED
DOORS OF THEIR KENNELS...

Finally, the time came, under an assumed name,
DR. REMSEN MADE AN APPOINTMENT WITH A THEATRICAL
AGENT AND PROUDLY AUD ITIONED HIS ANIMAL ACT...

And so, in the very same theater where i

SHELDON REMSEN HAD SEEN THE TRAINED SEALS THAT
HAD GIVEN HIM HIS FANTASTIC AND DIABOLICAL SCHEME,

SHELDON'S DOGS MADE THEIR THEATRICAL DEBUT...



The dogs actually picked out cards containing
THE CORRECT ANSWERS TO MATHEMATICAL PROBLEMS,
HISTORICAL DATES... 7 ^ -Wk

AMAZING'JINCREDIBLE''1492' QU/TE
CORRECT, ROVER:

YOUR QUESTION, WHAT YEAR DID COLUMBUS
DISCOVER AMERICA? a—

«|

BRAVO

f

SOON, I WILL BE READY TO
RETIRE

f

OH IT WILL BE SUCH
A SHOCK TO THE THEATRICAL
WORLD WHEN YOU ARE ALL
DESTROYED IN AN ^
UNFORTUNATE FIRE.' JS

The night that doctor remsen. made his startling
PRONOUNCEMENT AS TO THE FUTURE OF THE HUMAN

-

BRAINED CANINES, HE CARELESSLY LEFT ONE OF THE
WIRE-MESH KENNEL DOORS UNLOCKED . AFTER HE'D
RETIRED, A SLEEK FORM MOVED FROM KENNEL TO
KENNEL, UNLOCKING THE OTHER DOORS...

Doctor remsen had been right, the desire to
SURVIVE WAS INDEED STRONG... EVEN FOR IMPRISONED
HUMAN BRAINS. A LOW GROWL AWAKENED THE DOCTOR

FIVE PAIRS OF

Dr. remsen's animal act gained IMMEDIATE SUCCESS.

HIS AMAZING DOGS ASTOUNDED PEOPLE. DOGS COULD
BE TRAINED TO APPEAR INTELLIGENT. BUT HIS .

T HE DOGS MANIPULATED ALPHABET!
BLOCKS TO ANSWER QUESTIONS
GIVEN THEM...

BOWSER SAYS THE jtTI ’LL UVOW.'
NAME OF THE SAY.' /*\ fltf*

Finally, due to the gruelling
SCHEDULE OF TRAVELLING THE
VAUDEVILLE CIRCUITS, DR. REMSEN
RETURNED TO HIS LONELY HOUSE
ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN FOR
A BRIEF VACATION >

^-^P^EH
.
HEHr WELL, toY

LITTLE PETS' THANKS
\ TO YOU, I AM GETTING

Jk A R/CHER EACH DAY'

PRESIDENT DURING
THE FIRST WORLD WAR WAS

W-/-L~S~0~N, SIR f DOES^
THAT ANSWER YOUR

_ QUESTION?



Toward morning, an old horse on a nearby farm k And dawn found a sixth grave adoed to the silent
WAS ATTACKED BY A PACK OF YELPING WILD DOGS AND I FIVE...

DRIVEN TOWARD THE OLD HOUSE...

|ThE FARMER WHO OWNED THE HORSE
I FOUND IT WANDERING MILES FROM
THE FARM THE NEXT DAY. .

.

And five dogs were seen often
IN LATER WEEKS, YELPING AND
RACING THROUGH THE STREETS OF

The milk company received
NUMEROUS COMPLAINTS ABOUT THE
NEW H ORSE FROM ITS DRIVER

CRAZY, THAT'S WHAT HE IS.

ALWAYS SNORTIN' AND WHINNYIN‘

AND STAMPIN' HIS HOOFS..

LIKE HE WERE TRYIN' TO


